THE  TECHNICIAN   WRITES   ME

mill these factions mesh together and complete one another ...
What one must draw .. .*

During my sleepless nights I outlined magnificent novels that
would be fair to both sides, and on awakening I found that I was,
alas, totally incapable of writing them.

CHAPTER    VII

THE   TECHNICIAN   WRITES   ME

DURING my childhood and adolescence I had always dreamed of
being a writer. My arduous life in the factory scarcely seemed to
favour this plan. But my hope persisted. During my last years at
the Lycee I had written a few stories; the army had inspired a long
novelette, Corporal Gaucher; from the life of Rouen and Elbeuf I had
derived another, Suze. Taken all together this was enough to make
a volume. I wished to publish it. But how?- I knew no one in the
literary world. An editor in Paris seemed to me a powerful and
unapproachable divinity. I did not know that every manuscript
sent to a publishing house is given to a reader and gets an honest
chance. I hit on the scheme of taking my collection to the printer in
Rouen who published the little magazine of the Lycee, and asking
him to print it at my expense.

Some weeks passed and then I received a packet of proofs. To see
my compositions in print was a brief pleasure. I re-read them. Alas!
I had been too well nourished on good literature to preserve, after
that reading, any illusion of having written a masterpiece. One of
the novelettes, The Last Story of the World, was original, at least in
idea. I imagined that through the great advances in technology
mankind toward the year Ten Thousand had succeeded in getting
along entirely without physical effort both in work and in war.
Then the women, little by little, had gained control and, being con-
servatives by nature, had converted human societies into hives. Most
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